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in the hall of death by waters of oblivion,

upon your lips one verse preserved by luck

a modest obolus to pay the ferryman

struck dead there when your pulse of life was struck.

FROM THE DEPTHS

An ardent lie is my love for this our world
by God illumined and sullied by the devil
and with angry tenderness I love this world

like a nest in cloud-cuckoo-land stuck with straws
this earth of ours rotates and sways and yaws
empty of grace and lucent with its woes

a famished bottom full of creeping vermin
among whom all you fear to see in dreams
by the broad light of day you can determine

In the rush of darkness between birth and death

cold under a calcareous graveyard moon

you pluck dawn's golden strings that choke your breath

then sorrow finds no hold here, reaching far
beyond the last fledgling of the Pleiades
which chirps unheeding to its sister stars

why then be angry O my swelling heart
star-dust will parch and dry up all salt tears
that down the chill rose of the cheek may start.

The Time of Calamity

By ANDRE CHAMSON

Two scenes from lThe Well of Miracles \ translated from the French
by John Rodker

FROM my window, the eye plunged into a yard cut off by a brick wall
from the alley. Time had eaten away its cement. Now it was cross-
hatched with lines that made the whole small scene look decrepit.